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sneer from the front teeth. Her mind skimmed
leagues where Mrs. Pascoe's mind adhered to
its solitary patch. Her mind skimmed leagues
as the ponies climbed the hill road. Forwards
and backwards she cast her mind, as if the roofless
cottages, mounds of slag, and cottage gardens
overgrown with foxglove and bramble cast shade
upon her mind. Arrived at the summit, she
stopped the carriage. The pale hills were round
her, each scattered with ancient stones ; beneath
was the sea, variable as a southern sea ; she
herself sat there looking from hill to sea, upright,
aquiline, equally poised between gloom and
laughter. Suddenly she flicked the ponies so
that the boy Curnow had to swing himself up by
the toe of his boot.

The rooks settled ; the rooks rose. The trees
which they touched so capriciously seemed in-
sufficient to lodge their numbers. The tree-tops
sang with the breeze in- them ; the branches
creaked audibly and dropped now and then,
though the season was midsummer, husks or
twigs. Up went the rooks and down again,
rising in lesser numbers each time as the sager